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One 


Author's Notes: 
Another of the oh shit | never posted that ones. Enjoy. 


"What is wrong with you Sascha?" 

Sascha shook his head, trying to rattle his brain lose from the fog it had wandered into during the tirade. 
"Markus. | have been lectured and fussed at and given examples for hours." 

Markus sat down next to him. "Weiki?" 

"Ja" 


"Ah" 


The both sat in silence for several minutes. Finally, Sascha sighed. 


| should go. | have a song | want to work on" 

"Ja, and | should go before Weiki decides to tell me what it was he told you." 
Sascha laughed. "If you see him?" 

"Ja?" 

Sascha looked around, making sure there was no one else in the room. "Run" 
Markus’ laugh followed him from the studio. 

"Markus!" 

Markus jumped sideways, grabbing his chest. "Ficken! | thought the damn tree was talking, Sascha!" 
Sascha snorted. "If it was a Weiki tree it would." 

"Where is he?" 

"He is not here yet. He called Andi and said he would be late." 

Markus rolled his eyes. "He was on that silly computer all right | bet 
"Come, before he gets here | need to tell you something." 


Sascha led Markus over to the table they had used for the photo session a few days before. Markus sat 
down, laughing as Sascha kept peering anxiously at the road, watching for Weiki. 


"Sascha, what is it?" 

"You know how Weiki hates when bands use other songs?" 
"You mean in theirs? Ja" 

"And how he says he would always know if someone used his?" 
Markus nodded, curls dancing. "Ja, ja." 


"Well," Sascha half rose, watching a passing car closely. When it didn't stop, he sat back down, staring intently 


at Markus. "That was what he was telling me about yesterday. And telling me and telling me and telling me 
until | thought my ears would bleed or fall off." 


"He tells same to everyone. Is a big deal to him." 

"Ja, | know. So," Sascha swore as another car went by, "| wrote some of his stuff in this new song." 
"He will kill you!" Markus shook his head. "Ils not good idea, Sascha." 

"Do you think he will tell?" 

"Ja. What did you use?" 

"Eagle Fly Free" 

"What?" Markus slapped his forehead. "Sascha, is one of his songs we always play!" 
"Ja, | know." 

"He will know right away!" 

"Nein, | do not think he willl" 

"He willl" 

Sascha stubbornly shook his head. "Nein, he will not" 

"| bet you he does!" 

Sascha grinned. "What you bet?" 

Markus shrugged. "Money?" 

Sascha thought about it for a moment. "Nein" 

Markus grinned. "I win, you wash my clothes." 

Sascha made a face. "| win, you clean the studio, but..." 


The arrival of a taxi made them quickly shake on the bet, Markus hurrying over to delay Weiki while Sascha 


ran in to tell Andi and Dani what was planned. 


Sascha waited until they were well into their workday before casually announcing he had a new song. Fighting 
back the laughter while making all the appropriate noises of interest, Markus, Andi and Dani kept a covert 
watch on the leggy guitarist who perked up upon hearing Sascha's news. 

"Let us hear." 

Sascha shrugged. "Still needs to be fixed, but | have some | can show." 

Weiki lit a cigarette, tilting his head back and blowing a long stream of smoke into the air. "So play." 
Sascha licked his lips and rubbed his hands on his jeans. "Ok." 

"Why are you nervous? Is not first song you have written" 

Sascha gave Weiki a half smile. "Ja, but is special.’ 

Weiki frowned. "Special?" 

"Ja. You will see." 

"If you ever play." 

"I am playing!" 

"Sascha, just play the fucking thing." 

"I am! Do not be so pushy!" 


Weiki snorted. "I am going to be so old | will need something to help me hear by the time you play.’ 


Markus, Andi and Dani couldn't hold the snickers in any longer, earning themselves a Weiki Glare that settled 


them all down in an instant. 
Sascha took a deep breath and let it out, spreading his legs slightly to set himself and began to play. 
Five minutes later there was silence when Sascha stopped playing, all eyes on Weiki 

Weiki nodded slowly. "ls good. Is damn good! 


Sascha blinked. 


Markus’ jaw dropped. 


Andi slapped a hand over his mouth. 

Dani coughed. 

Weiki looked at them, frowning. "What? You did not think was good?" 
Markus nodded, his chin still on his chest. 

Andi looked at Dani, both of them joining in the nod. 

Sascha blinked. 

Weiki snorted. "Play again, | want to listen better to some of it" 
Markus' mouth closed with a snap, a grin appearing. 

Andi and Dani snickered. 

Sascha blinked, feeling a bead of cold sweat winding down his spine. 
Weiki watched him intently. "Well?" 

Sascha swallowed hard, bending his head and starting again 

Again, when he finished, everyone looked at Weiki. 

Weiki threw his arms up. "Is it only me who likes this?” 


Markus, Andi and Dani all shook their heads, speaking over each other in an attempt to convince him they 


loved it. 

"The why do you look at me?" 

Dari started to snicker. 

Andi fought the laugh that was threatening, his face contorting as if he was in pain. 
Markus looked like someone had kicked his puppy. 

Sascha blinked. 


Weiki muttered several curse and moved closer to Sascha. "Play again, I'll join” 


Sascha blinked and swallowed. "You will join" 

"Ja" Reaching out, Weiki playfully slapped Sascha on the head. "Two guitars, remember?" 
Sascha nodded. "Ja, two guitars." 

So he started to play. Again. This time with Weiki playing harmony. 

And Andi and Dani lost it. 

Markus looked like the kicked puppy had died. 

And someone took all the cookies. 

When the last note died, Weiki had had it. The Weiki Glare in full affect, he stalked over to Andi and Dani. 
"What. Is. So. Fucking. Funny?" 

"You!" Andy managed to gasp between giggles. 

"Me?" Weiki crossed his arms over his chest. "And why is this?" 

Dari wiped his eyes. "You do not know?" 

"Nein!" 

Markus groaned. "Not anything, not at all? Please do not say you do not realize." 

Fed up, Weiki leaned down to put his face close to Markus'. "What are you saying?" 
Sascha cleared his throat. "Weiki." 

Weiki spun to face him. "Ja?" 

Sascha scratched his head, a grin tugging at his mouth. "You really do not know?" 

"If | fucking knew, | would not fucking ask!" 

Sascha played a riff. "Do you know that?" 


Weiki shrugged. "Ja, is Eagle" 


Sascha nodded, and played another riff. "And that?" 

Weiki tipped his head back and shook it. "Ja. ls Eagle too." 

Sascha nodded again. "Ja. And this?" Another riff. 

"Ja. Is fucking Eagle!" 

Weiki Glare or not, Andi and Dani were gone. 

Markus’ dead puppy and lost cookies look had somehow managed to get sadder. 
Sascha was starting to laugh as well. 

Weiki wasn't laughing. 

If someone does not explain this | am going to..." 


"Weiki, listen” Sascha began playing again, throwing in several notes and runs to the riffs Weiki had recognized. 


The dawning comprehension on Weiki's face sent Andi and Dani sliding to the floor, desperately clinging to each 
other as they fought for breath. 


Markus looked like he was about to cry. 

Sascha was snickering, the sound slowly escalating into a full out, doubled over howl. 
Weiki. 

Looked stunned. 

Shocked. 

Appalled. 

And a little pissed. 

"Sascha" 

Sascha stopped laughing, looking a little nervous. 


"Sascha" 


Sascha flinched a bit when Weiki walked over to stand in front of him. 
"Sascha" 

Sascha blinked, a river of cold sweat making its way down his spine. 
"Sascha" 

"Ja, Weiki?" 

Andi and Dani had stopped laughing as well, watching the two guitarists. 
Markus was shaking his head and talking to himself. 

"You used my song.” 

"Weiki, was just..." 

"And then made me look stupid when | did not see." 

| wasn't trying to..." 

Weiki held up his hand. 

Andi and Dani winced. 

Markus had now starting using his hands to emphasize his points in the conversation with himself. 
Weiki stared at Sascha, ice blue eyes boring into his. 

Sascha blinked. 

Weiki grinned. 

"You dick." 

Sascha let out his breath in a rush. 

Weiki slapped him on the shoulder. "Was good one. Fucking dick." 

Going back to his amps, Weiki eyed the rest of the band. "Are you not playing this song?" 


Dani jumped up and headed for his drums. 


Andi took the lyrics from Sascha and started looking them over. 
Markus sighed and hung his head. 


Two days later. 


"You missed something.” Weiki shifted his coffee cup to the other hand, holding it carefully so as not to drop 
ash from his cigarette into the liquid, pointing with his free hand. 


"Ja, do not be sloppy!" Andi lifted his feet onto the chair to get them out of the way. 
Dani drew his legs up on the couch. "He is doing a good job though: 

Weiki snorted. "Ja, | might have him come to my apartment." 

Sascha tucked his hands behind his head. "And he even will wash windows." 

"And he doesn't need a ladder." 

Markus cursed to himself as the other three cracked up at Weiki's last comment. 
Windows. 

Damn that Sascha. 

Adjusting his outfit, Markus ran the dust rag over the console, ignoring the catcalls and whistles. 
Clean the studio? 

Fine. 

The frilly pink apron and bunny slippers? 

Well, not fine at all, but bearable. 

But why.. 

Why had he ever agreed to the nothing but part? 


Cheeks burning with embarrassment -- both sets at that -- Markus swore never again to make a bet with 


that kid as long as he lived. At least not one that had anything to do with being naked. 


